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of the engine wheels preparatory to halting, their
accelerando as they departed, drawing the trains that
resembled illuminated serpents, inspired Olga. While
she sat with Freda Schmitt, in the cosy refreshment room,
she jotted down the theme of a fantasy that she deter-
mined to show to Petroff, who was always interested in
her compositions.
Owing to her musical precocity, Olga had soon become
capable of practising alone, but Freda had continued to
attend to the child's general education. Since Olga's
tenth birthday, this had included English lessons from
Miss Brown, a retired English schoolmistress, for Marie
was anxious that Olga should have thorough knowledge
of her native language, and become a concrete denial of
the asseveration that Britain cannot produce musicians.
When Marie eventually arrived, Olga was beside
herself with pride that this beautiful, elegant, sump-
tuously clad lady was her mother. The two clasped
each other in a long embrace while, to hide her emotion,
Freda bustled unnecessarily over the luggage. After
escorting Marie and Olga to a taxi, the governess
proposed to return by tram to her own home, but
Marie would not hear of such a thing,
" You're as much one of my family as Grannie
Mociusko and Uncle Otto, and our gathering to-night
wouldn't be complete without you," said Marie to
Freda. " Don't argue, my dear, but get into the taxi."
By the time that Marie and her companions reached
his mother's flat, Otto had returned from the theatre,
and a merry party ensued. About one a.m. the company
adjourned to Olga's den. Madame's special liqueurs,
manufactured according to secret hereditary recipes,
were placed on the table, and the Bohemian glass decan-
ters encircled by stumpy, miniature tumblers reminded
Marie of her father's parties, on the red-letter days
when his credit had been good enough for him to
gratify his hospitable tastes,